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Forces of Nature 


The rose petals are falling, wilted and slightly browned, onto the windowsill. This makes Eric Clapton's heart 
race wildly. Time is running out.. 


They're sprawled out on the floor of Jimi's hotel room. Eric sits with his back to the wall, with Jimi stretched 
out in front of him, resting against the bed. He's smoking cannabis, his plumes of smoke adding dimension to 
their world The scent of the roses cuts through the haze; the roses are dying, their proud heads bowing in 
defeat, and yet their scent is overpowering. 

Jimi's guitar rests in Eric's lap. He strokes the strings reverently. 

"You look so good, baby," Jimi says. "Holding her close like that." His bare feet bump against Eric's, their soles 
touching, then Jimi's toes curl and caress Eric's toes. This is the only part of their bodies that are touching. 
Eric brushes his big toe up Jimi's foot, feels the knobbly ankle. 


lm not good for much other than holding her. | can't even play your guitar," Eric says. 


"Shhhh. You could play her. You can do anything." Jimi's belief in Eric is staggering. He idolizes Eric, and for the 


life of him, Eric can't understand why. He may be the best guitar player alive, but Eric's just a guitar player. 


Jmi is a force of nature. 


The skies in New York City are sometimes so blue, they pain Eric's eyes. He gently lays Jimi's guitar in her 
case and rubs his eyes till they are red. He's exhausted after playing the Café Au Go Go and the Gaslight, 
wringing every last drop of sweat from his body night after night just to keep up with Jimi. 


Jimi puts his joint aside and makes a ‘come here’ gesture to him. Eric sits up and moves toward him, Jimi 
shimmies down so that he's laying on his back, one arm thrown behind his head and the other pulling Eric 
close, letting him rest his head on Jimi's shoulder. Their knees bump. Eric's heart beats all out of time. 


Since the moment he drew his first breath, Eric has lived in defiance of the world He wasn't supposed to be 
born -- his existence is an aberration -- he is contrary and tormented by nature. The fissures and faults in 
him are unseen, but always there, beneath the surface. Jimi is an enigma to him. He so utterly lacks pride, 
which sees in the misery and poverty of others something that gives a brighter sheen to its own wealth. Jimi 
doesn't measure his worth by others. He is utterly content in himself, in his se/f Eric looks on him and finds 


that he cannot look away. 


Why can't Jimi see Eric's true self? He has nothing to offer Jimi. He will run from and ruin anything good 
offered to him. He is not Jimi, who exists in a state of pure sensation, he wants that supreme triumph of 
power, as Lermontov once said, to cause joy or suffering in others, having no right to do so. He feels an 
impulse to pull away, to warn Jimi away from hin, tell him: / will hurt you. Whatever you think youve found in 


me, youre looking in the wrong place. But he crushes that impulse. He'll not spare even Jimi. 


Jimi cards his fingers through Eric's hair. His black pupils are entirely filled with Eric's reflection. "Your hair is 
like silk," Jimi tells him, and Eric's hair is not remarkable, neither in color or in texture, but in Jimi's arms, for 
a moment, he has achieved a desirability that Eric never imagined in himself. "Like silk," Jimi murmurs, winding 


a strand around his finger and brushing it to his full lips. "Yeah, | dig it" 


Eric offers himself up to him, and almost cringes away at the same moment. His naked body seems like a poor 
feast to lay before a young god, but Jimi looks on him in wonder and tells him he's as beautiful as the 
moonlight. He kisses him as though this is the last kiss the world will ever know. Eric kisses him back hungrily, 
as though he could drink ambrosia from Jimi's mouth. Can you make me divine? Can you make me more than 


myself? 


He sobs when Jimi takes him, and Jimi pulls back and whispers, "Oh baby, I'm hurting you. I'm so sorry." Eric 
loves the way he calls him "baby" in his velvety voice. And he tries to pull out of Eric, only for Eric to clamp 
his heels around him and keep him inside. He holds Jimi tight and he can't explain why he's sobbing; Semele 
must have wept, too, when she looked upon her god-lover and burned from within. Jimi kisses his eyelids and, 
urged on by Eric, resumes making love to him. He may never achieve immortality, he may always have that 


dark and ugly core to him, but for some minutes, Eric withstood the thunder and rode the lightning. 


Afterward, Jimi holds him close and tenderly kisses his hands, the setting sun setting him a-glow. Eric indulges 


himself by stroking Jimi's ear, pinching the lobe between thumb and forefinger. Its such a curiously intimate 


place to touch someone. Jimi's eyes flutter closed and he falls asleep stroking Eric's hair. 


The rose petals rain down on them, blown by the wind. The ticking of the clock on the wall is ungodly loud. 
They're burning out; but how do they light the darkness without burning? 


